

<• 5 Muchadoe 

If euer lone had intcrcft in his liucr, 

Andwiifrhehadnotfo accufcdher: 

No, though he thought his accufation tract 
Let this be fo, and doubt not but fuccefle 
Will fafhion the euent in better Ih ape, 

Then I can lay it downe in likelihood. 

But if all ayrac but this be lcuelld falfe. 

The fuppofition of the ladies death. 

Will quench the wonder of her infantile. 

And if it fort not wel, you may conceale her. 

As bed befits her wounded reputation. 

In lome redufiue and religious life. 

Out of all eics, tongues, minds, and iniuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato,lct the Frier aduife you. 

And though you know my inwardneffc and louc 
7s very much vnto the prince and Claudio, 

Y et,by mine honor, 1 will deale in this. 

As fecretly and iuftlv as your foulc 
Should with your body, 

Leon. Being that 1 flow in griefe. 

The dualled twine may leadc me. 

Trier Tis wel eonfented, prefently away, 

For to drange fores, drangely they drainethe cure. 

Come lady, die to hue, this wedding day. 

Perhaps is but prolong'd, haue patience and endure, exit. 
Bene. Lady Beatrice,hauc you wept al this while ? 

'Be.it. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. 1 will not defire that. 

Beat. Y ou haue no rcafon.I do it freely. 

"Bene. Surely 1 dobeleeuevourfaire codn is wronged. 
'Beat. Ah, how much might the man defeiueofmethat 
would right her! 

Bene. Is there any way to drew fiich fiiendiliip? 

B eat. A very cuen way, but no fuch friend. 

\Sene. May a man do it? 

“5 eat. 1 1 is a mans office, but not yours, 

1W I doc loue nothing in the woilde fo well asyois, 
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‘ S bIa” 1 sfinmS' “ the lKn S 1 l ' novve not ' “ V poffi ' 

, , r mc t0 f a y 1 loued nothing fo wel as you, but beleue me 
n 0 6 t and yet I lie not, 1 confelle nothing, nor I deny nothing I 

am pSl°By my fword Beatrice, thou loued mc. 

•Beat. Do not fweare and cate it. 

Ber.eil I will fweare by it that you loue me, and I wil make 
him eate it that fayes I loue not you. 

Beat. Will you not eate your word? 

bened. With no fawce that can be deuned to it, I protflU 

loue thee. _ . 

beat. Whv then God forgtue me. 

BW. VVhat offence fweete Beatrice? 

beat. You haue dayed me in a happy hom e , I was about 

to proted 1 loued you. 

“Beneet. And do it with all thy heart. 

‘Beat, 1 loue you vvithfbuBUchofttiy heart jthatnotic is le^t 

B ened. C ome bid me doe any thing for thee. 
beat. Kill Claudio. 
bened. H a, not for the wide world. 
beat. You kill me to deny it, farew ell. 

bened. Tarry fweete Beatrice. 

beat. I am gone, though l am herc,there is no loue in you, 
nay I pray you let me go. 

’'Bened. Beatrice. 

Beat. 1 n faith I will go. 

Bened. Weelc be friends firft. 

Beat. You dare eafier be friends with mce, than fight with’ 
mine eneniv. 

Bened. Is Claudio thine enemy? 

Beat. Is a not approoued in the height a villaine, that hath 
flaundered, feorned, difhonored my kinfwoman? Otnatl 
were a man! what, bcareher in hand, vntill they come to lake 
handes, and then with publike accufatidfc vneouerd flaunaei; 
vnauttigated rancour ? O God that I were a man i lwoulde 
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